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to slip into ihte jungle and disappear; the fool of a
police sergeant would never catch him, would go
on for a mile or two probably without knowing that
his prisoner had escaped. But he still followed the
police sergeant and had not the will or the energy
for so decisive a step, for breaking away from the
circumstances to which he had always yielded, for
taking his life in his hands and moulding it for him-
self. He had tried once to fight against life when he
killed the Arachchi and the Mudalali; he was now
caught again in the stream; evil might come, but
he could struggle no more.
He had forgotten Punchi Menika until he was .a
mile or two from the village, and he saw her wait-
ing for him by the side of the track. The rumour
had reached the village that Silindu was being
brought back by the police in chains. Some said
that he was going to be hanged there and then in
the village. Punchi Menika had started off to meet
him. Her first terror when she had been told of
what her father had done had given place to be-
wilderment, but when she saw him in charge of the
police sergeant she ran to him with a cry:
"Is it true, Appochchi; is it true, what they say?"
"What do they say? That I killed those two?
It is true I killed them. Then I went to Earn-